
Verse From the Sea,
the Road, the Farm

By CONSTANCE MURRAY GREENE
is iroiiio that A Book of the SeaIT should fall into the hands of a er

to whom Itnpcrt Brooke's "Chan-
nel" verses are the truest interpretation of
tho Fea. An Englishman, reviewing this
anthology of Lady Sybil Scott's, ven-

tures the belief thnt an Englishman sings
from the sea anil others from the shore,
but he probably hadn't Rupert Brooke in
mind when ho said this and meant Borne-thi- ng

qnite different. Having Shelley,
Swinburne, Byron and Matthew Arnold
to fall back upun and Conrad and Mase-liel- d

right in hand makes it easy for an
Englishman to cast thorn aspersions, and
wo don't mind in fact we much prefer
bilging from the shore.

It was on tin' hhores of Italy that Lady
Seott conceived .1 IlonK of the Sea, and
ibis, she points out in her editor's note,
accounts for the general trend of her
selections toward "the of Orceco
ratlier than to those of the North, to
passages descriptive rather of he influ-

ence of ihe vonder and beauty of the
sea on the mind of the poet than of tho
struggles of the with the wind ;ilid
waves. Tn sueh surroundings Ody-sM-u- s

seemed a more fitting companion than
'Henry Martin,' Shelley and Matthew
Aniold more sympathetic singer-- ; than the
eighteenth century authors of ballads :uid
chamitics." So, on approaching her an-

thology one should be heartened by the
knowledge thut it is tu haw less of the
Nancy Lee type of sea and the
groaning of the harlor bar, and more of
the "light and sound and darkness of the
Bca" which Swinburne felt.

Nine of the ten people who feel an in-

stinctive sceptidsm toward Midi a volume
in the abstract will recognize immediately

. the value of this particular work, in which
distinctive taste and a good deal of per-Fon-

courage, have united with an almost
uncanny knowledge of sen literature from
the earliest ages. Among the selections
from Masefidd is .Sea-Feve- that haunt-
ing melody as insistent as the sea's call
to him:

''I must go down to the seas ag.. :i to Ihe
vagrant gypsy hfe,

To the gull's way and the whale's way
where the wind's like a whetted
knife:

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a
fdlow-rove- r,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when
the long trick's over."

We admire the courage which is shown
in including Jong passages from Virgil,
tho Odyssey, Kuripides and poems in
French, Spanish and Italian, including
Diuiti: in the original. Of the modem
poets, De La Mare, Hubert Nichols, Masc-Ikl- d

and a few others arc represented.
We wish there had lieen more, but tlie
Wonder is that fine feck few regrets,
where there might have been bo many,
and that so tremendous an undertaking
should have been ciecutcd with sv.di gen-

eral success.
A poet is safe in singing of children,

animals and fairies in spite of what the
critics may say. 1 1 has become the fashion,
and a monstrous uuplcitsant one in our
opinion, to adopt a jeering attitude toward
a poet who has remained simple and hu-

man through these demondizing years. II.
C. Lehmann, whose little book, The Vaga-

bond; and Other Poems From "Punch," is
among John Iane's new offerings in' Lon-

don and New York, is by no means a
novice. He has been on the staff of
Vuneh for nearly thirty years and is the
author of more books than we can men-

tion, including (,'ouvcrxaiionai Hints fur
Young Shooters. His verse is pleasant
and full of poetic fancies with no pre-

tence at being anything that it isn't. To
him the bathing of the Pekinese is a sub-

ject for gay and amusing rhyme and lie is
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at his hot wIkii hi hails Ihe Ihath i f
EiuAiil :

"A threnody for Kudid! This - he
Who with his learning made our jimth

a waste,
Molding our souls in fee:"
and in the lines on the war which he U-

ncalled Teeth .Setting, among lliem.
"When a rowdy rampant Kaiser, -- tout

and mad and middle-aged- ,

Strips his breast of lirili.--Ii Order--, ju.--t

to prove that he's enraged' 1

not so pleasant as it might ln, perhaps,
but leasanter than most things that are
written of the Kaiser, and' it proves that
Mr. Lehmann can be amusing about any-

thing.
Walter Prichard K;iton was once a

newspaper man, critic, author and all
-- orts of things, and now he says that he
has become a fanner. Echoes and lleali-lie- s

cannot bo taken as representative
farm labor, however, as much of Uu; verse
was written a long time ago, before
nature spirited him away frbin us,, per-

haps the Iiest things in his book .an;

"A Little Bqy Lost"
By GEORGE GORDON.
the author of (irecn Manfiont Mr.

AS W. H. Hudson, stands high in ray

literary affections. He has a sense of the

litness of words; there is charm to his

moat casual expression; there is a turn to

his phrase that appears at onc inevitable
and inimitable and he loves little chil-

dren. When he takes to writing fairy tales
(I said) he will outdo them all; he will

frighten us, fascinate us, delight us with

impossible realities; he will make child-

hood a most wonderful adventure through
inexplicable worlds of dream.

Then Mr. Knopf published A Little Dog

JsOSt.

I am frankly disappointed. The book

is lackadaisical, ineffectual, stupid. Why
is it really fine writers are bo often inef- -

LEONARD MERRICK'S latest novel

While Paris Laughed
J Being Pranks and Passions of the Poet Tricotrin.

Anyone who knew Parks when that laiiRhing city was the world's playground
will find here a delicately tinted portrait in miniature of the thing he loved
gay, brilliant Paris at play. The book's light incoa.equenco is extraordinarily
sk&fuL exceedingly amusing. Tho, escapades of the elegant, preposterous

) Tricotrin and his absurd companions are ridiculous in the, extreme, hut they
are the effervescence of an irrepressible lightheartedness that is a gift of the
gods. There is scarcely one novelist in a generation who can transfer it to

, print without dulling its sparkle. In these days only Leonard Merrick can.

"jjid LMtiun Mfrrirlc Mn bora In Franre hi wit. path xaA Xrrn Insight into
!!fc vouM b&ie m&Uc oamo a bouxeliold wont bo irb lhn Alpbuoso lauItt." TLc Natlm.

Price, J 1.75 net (postage extra). At all book stores.

. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fif th ve., New York

Bridgeport, Frt. 3. 1!)17, and To the Ger-

man People with its striking last lines:

"Not wimi for men who am afraid to die,

For you have met the hail of battle strife,
Hut scorn for those who let their fate go

h'ed scorn for men who are atraid of
life!-

-

lie includes a numlier of little boy versos
and yoluo nature poems whidi show an
intimate acquaintance with it which has
probably lieen responsible for making him

a fanner. Mr. Faton is a versatile man
in a number of directions and he shows
his poetic agility In. the wide range of
subjects which he has chosen to sing about.
Tho dedication is to ("apt. Franklin P.
Adams.

A BOOK OK THE SKA. Selected an.l ar
ranged by Lady Syiw. Scott. Oxford
University Press. 43.

1'JIK YAUAB0N3); AND OTIIKB PQKMS
FI10M 'X'.VKWl." Br R..C..J,jfHMA;.:r.
Jolm Idjiti Company. .
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LCHOEfii AND BKAL1T1ES. 'BY Vf&vrai
PkiCTrfco' Katon'. George II. Do ran Com- -

j.iny. 41-5-

fcctualf There Ls no purpose to Barrie
but whyti Surely no existence so drab
and uninteresting as that of Peter Fan
was ever imagined! Who would remain
forever fourteen f Who would refuse the
gift of middle age? the assurance, the
jwwer that comes with the prime of thirtv-si- st

This Martin of Mr. Hudson's is a
dreaming, lonely child in real life he
wonld lie a most infernal nuisance, the
mockery of his fellows, the shame of his
parents. Nevertheless Mr. Hudson would
have us admire and rejoice in him as he
wanders, lonely as a cloud, about the
hills and dunes that neighbor his fathers
cabin. I have always pitied sueh children ;

St is the boy who whips his weight and
more m other boys who makes life vivid,
worth tlie fighting, a challenge to the will ;

it is the boy who stands alone that falls a
prey to every whim, a melancholy madness
driving him to misanthropy. Why canon-

ize such boy 8? We are all of us too

prone to spend our time musing and
moping in the moonlight, basking in the
sun upon a wide hill overlooking the sea.
We must be roused from our day dreams,
not lulled to further musing.

But I am especially angry with Mr.
Hudsony a naturalist, for insisting that
snakes will His snake 'llicks its
little red, forked tongue.'' ..." 'It's
a mercy the poLsonons thing didn't sting
you,' " says the father. Snakes fed with
their tongues as a dog with his nose smell-

ing or we with our hands, but they bite
with their teeth the poison sacs being
above the fangs.

A LITTLE BOY LOST. By W. B. Ucdeo.v.

Albert A.,KBppf.,,tt.5fl.; , mi,
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Homer for Children;
New Verse for Old
are virions way-- , of being
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will coniibil' on -- e i:ig 'the Children'?

Homer, by I'.vdriae folutii, and Kthel 31.

Olson's Ihnc to Uiad Pttry. Although

the lir.st is intended for children and the

second for grownups, there is nothing to
prevent their being changed aliout to good
effect. Sir. Oolum's look is the first single
volume to contain the stories of the Odys-

sey and the Iliad. He has done it art-

fully, in a style- - lnith poctie and vigorous,
with frwjuer.t Colum mannerisms to add
piquancy and has shown throughout the
scholarly touch that one would expect.
Willy Pogany "presents'1 the edition with
exquisite illustrations in color and line
drawings in black and white.

Jlotc to Head Poetry is as simple and
unaffected a treatment of a rather difficult
miImm-- I as von niuld well cxptHt. .Mi-- s

Colson has divn.'id her trmtise on this
much tortured into seven subheads,
has interpolated eight admirable poems es

those which are included in tin?

has given us a study of "old-- '

and "new'' poetry, and last of all a sum-

mary of the di fence which wc cannot do
better than quoit : '

"Kverybodv diould read poetry.
"Why --

"Because cvcrylx(dy Ioes it. (For
turther particulars see Chapter 1).

"Again why?
"Because everybody loves, needs, de-

sires, seeks enjoyment, and the reading of
loetry, properly performed and pursued,
makes for universal enjoyment of high,
rich, rare, inexpensive, highly diversified,
never ending and ever vernal order. (For
further particulars see Chapter II.)"

.Miss Colson can't be said to bear any
resemblance to Hoover in the matter of
economy. If there weie any such thing
as an authority on word conservation, her
book would never have slipped past.

THK CHILTlRKN S HOMKR. Brl'Acmc
foLOM. The Marmillan Company. $2.

HOW TO KKAI) rOHTRV. By Ktiiei, M.
Ooi-sof- A. C. McCIurg & Co. $15.

Henri Martin-Barzu- a French poet
best known for his Hymne des Forces, is
in New York on a mission for his eountrv.

The Last Enemy
By

A. Judson Pettit
Malcolm Rhoades jilans to plunge
into eternity and return to life by
means of science, with a rcjwrt of
what lies beyond. A surgeon, a girl
and her rich fiance conic into the
story.
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